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1 he tiijtory of 

O, the Divell take fuch cozeners, God forgive me. 
Good U n kle tell your tale, I have done. 

W w.Nay, if you h ve not, to it againe. 

We will flay yourleifure. 

Hot. I have done yfaith. 

Thai once more to your Scottifh Prifoncrs. 
Deliver them up without their ranfomc ftraight. 

And make the Dowlas fonne your onely meahe 
Tor powers in Scotland, which for divers reafons 
Which I (hall fend you written, be allur’d, 

Will ealily be granted you : my Lord. 

Your fonne in Scotland being thus imployed 
Shall fecrctly into thebofome creep 
Ofthat fame noble Prelate, well-bclov’d. 

The Atchbifliop. 

Hot. Of Torke, is-it not ? 

Wor. True, who beares hard 




His brothers death at 'SriJlow,xht Lord Scrope: 

I Ipcak not thisin clKmation, 

As what I think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted and fet down. 

And onely flayes butio behold the face 
Ofthat occafion that Ilia 11 bring it on. 

Hot. I fmell it : upon my life it will do well. 

AW.Before the game’s afoot, thou ftill let'll flip. 

Hot. Why, it cannot chufe but be a noble plot. 

And then the power of Scotland, and of Torke, 

To joyne with tjtfmmtr., ha. 

Wor, And fo they (hall. 

Hot. In faith it is exceedingly well aymde. 

Wor. And ’tis no little reafon bids us fpeed, 

To favc our heads, by railing ofa head: 

Tor,bear-.ourfelves as even as we can* 

The -King will al wayes think him in our debt. 

And think we think our felves unfa fished. 

Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 

And fee already , how it doth begin 
Tomakeusflrangerstohis'looksof ; -IbVc.' 1 ; 
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^V***y*t&#s s Ire does ; weelebc reveng -d on him 

mr. Coufin, farewell. No further go in this, 

Then I by letters flnall direft your comic 
When time is ripe, which will be fuddenly : 
lie fteal to glendovecr, and to A / or timer. 

Where you and fDereglas, and our powers at onet , 

As I will fa (Irion it, (lull happily meet, 

Tobear our fortunes in our own itrong tames, 

Which now we hold at much uncertainty. _ . __ 

N»r. Farewell, good brother, we (hall thrive I truft. 

Hot. Unkle, .adue: Oletthehouresbcfhort, 

Till fields, and blows.and groves,appbud our fpott. Exeunt, 
Enter a Carrier with a lantern in bu hand. 

1 Car. Heigh ho,an it be not four by the day, lie be lung’d, 
fharlet.-n’aine is over the new chimney, and yet ourhorie not., 
packt. What Ofiler ? 

Oil. Anon, anon. _ r . . 

1 Car I prethee Tom, beat Curs (addle, put a few flocks m 
the point, poorc jade is wrung in the withers out of all cefle. 

Enter another Carrier. 

? Car. Peafc and beans are as danke here as a dog .and that 
is the next way to give poore i ades the Bots.-this houft is tur- 
ned uplidc down fince Rohm Oilier died. _ ' 

1 (ar. Poore fellow never j oyed fuice.thc price of Oates 

rofe, it was the death of him. ^ . r . 

a (far. I think this to bethemoft vilTanoushoulc m all 
London toad for. fleas, l am flung. like rt tench. 

1 Car. Like a Tench? by the Mafle there is lie’ re a King 
chriften could be better bit, then I have bin fince the firft cock. 

2 C^r .Why , you will allow usne’rca jordain,and then we. 
leakc in your chimney, and your obambar-lie breeds fleas like 
a Loach. 

1 Car. What 0 ftlcr , come aw'ay, and behangd,come away. 

a (far. I have a gammon of Bacon, andtworafesof ginger, 
to be delivered asYarre as Charintr-croffc. _ . 

i Car. Gods body , the Turkies in my panier arc quite uar* 
ved wliat Ofiler ? a plague on thee, .haft thou neveraneye in 
thy head ? canft not hear ? and ’twere not as good a deed as, 
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